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VI.

Last, I have known thee, my brave
Noble thinker, lover, doer!

The best knowledge last I have.
But thou comest as the thrower

Of fresh flowers upon a grave.

VII.

Count what feelings used to move me!

Can this love assort with those ?
Thou, who art so far above me,

Wilt thou stoop so, for repose ?
Is it true that thou canst love me ?

VIII.

Do not blame me if I doubt thee.

I can call love by its name
When thine arm is wrapt about me;

But even love seems not the same,
When I sit alone, without thee.